CHAPTER XI

STAMBUL SUBMITS

IT WAS nearly two months after our escape on
September the I5th that I learned from the bash-chaousk
who had been in charge of us what had happened when
the sentries had missed us in the garden. Not finding us
here, they reported our disappearance to him, and he
and they, assisted by the Damad, who had been the last
to speak to us, searched through all the prison, thinking
that we might have gone to our rooms, or to the restaurant,
or be hiding with other prisoners. 11 was not until the eunuch
had suggested that the rope which Peter had bought to
re-string his bed might have been used for other purposes,
that they began to admit that we had escaped* Even
then they did not tell the Commandant, fearing his wrath;
and he was not informed until next morning. Thereupon
all our guardians were cast into the lowest prison, and
the Damad was informed that he also would be punished
unless he could discover our whereabouts.

Meanwhile we had gone to Young George, who refused
to take us in (no doubt rightly, for his father was
the White Lady's tailor and might have been sus-
pected) but led us to a friend's lodging-house in the
suburb of Chichli, where he explained that we were
Austro-Hungarian deserters, ready to pay well for our
accommodation.

Although our initial haste had been needless, we had
been right in supposing that our escape would create a